"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

KNELLER. I will go home. I cannot eat in this house
of straight lines.

MRS BASH AM. You will do nothing of the sort, Mr
Kneller. There is a cover laid for you; and the King
expects you.

NEWTON. The lines are not straight, Mr Kneller,
Gravitation bends them. And at bottom I know no
more about gravitation than you do about beauty.

KNELLER. To you the universe is nothing but a
clock that an almighty clockmaker has wound up and
set going for all eternity.

NEWTON. Shall I tell you a secret, Mr Beauty-
monger? The clock does not keep time. If it did there
would be no further need for the Clockmaker. He is
wiser than to leave us to our foolish selves in that
fashion. When He made a confusion of tongues to
prevent the Tower of Babel from reaching to heaven
He also contrived a confusion of time to prevent us
from doing wholly without Him. The sidereal clock,
the clock of the universe, goes wrong. He has to
correct it from time to time. Can you, who know every-
thing because you and God are both artists, tell me
what is amiss with the perihelion of Mercury?

KNELLER. Thewhat?

NEWTON. The perihelion of Mercury.

KNELLER. I do not know what it is.

NEWTON. I do. But I do not know what is amiss
with it. Not until the world finds this out can it do
without the Clockmaker in the heavens who can set
the hands back or forward, and move the stars with a
touch of His almighty finger as He watches over us
in the heavens.